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WICKY THE WASHERWOMAN 

By ROD REED 



IN Wicky Burke's set there was a stand- 
ard joke which was used on newcomers. 
It would go something like this; 
1st Boy: Wanta do something big? 
2nd Boy: Yeh. What? 
1st Boy: So^wash an elephant. 
O'Shawnessy, Wicky Burke's dog, was 
not is large as an elephant, but Wicky had 
decided that washing him was about as 
big a project. It's a tossup as to who hates 
a bath most : a growing boy or a grown dog. 

On this day, as usual, O'Shawnessy 
fought and wriggled and complained and 
tried to scramble out of the wash tub. But 
Wicky talked to him gently and held onto 
him roughly and pretty soon the dog's 
shaggy fur was covered with gleaming 
white foam. Wicky was pretty well cov- 
ered with suds himself. But since he was 
wearing his bathing suit, he didn't mind. 
He had long ago discovered that when he 
gave his dog a bath, he was pretty certain 
to take one himself. 

The washing job was now reaching itt 
final stages as the blackness of the water 
indicated. Just a little more soaping, then 
a rinse, and O'Shawnessy would be prac- 
tically simonized. Wicky was congratulat- 
ing himself that he'd be finished in record 
time when the soap squirted out of his 
wet hand and skidded across the grass * 

The bov released his grip on the dog and 
went after the soap. That was a mistake. 
In one sloppy bound, O'Shawnessy was out 
of the tub and into the yard next door 
where he found a spot of bare ground. He 
immediately rolled on it, of course. The 
white suds on his body turned to black 
mud. 

Paying no attention to Wicky's calls, he 
gloried in his rolling for a moment, then 
arose and shook himself. Unfortunately, 
when he shook, he was standing right next 
to a clean, white sheet that Mrs. Dithersby 
had hung on the line. Mrs. D. happened to 
be coming out of her back door just at 
that time and she gave a shriek of anger 
and anguish as she noted that her sheet 
seemed to be the victim of a giant pox. 

Mrs. Burke came out to see what hap- 
pened. Mrs. Dithersby said, "Look at my 
sheet." Wicky said he was sorry. Mrs. 
Burke, on learning how it had happened, 
declared that not only was Wicky sorry, 



but also, he was going to wash the sheet 
for Mrs. Dithersby. Wicky complained it 
wasn't his fault; that O'Shawnessy (now 
vanished from sight) had done it. Mrs. 
Burke said he couldn't very well expect 
O'Shawnessy to wash the sheet. 

So, a few minutes later, Wicky was at 
the laundry tubs, working under the watch- 
ful eye of his mother who wanted to be 
sure he got the sheet clean and also that 
he did not tear it. When she was satisfied 
that the job had been well done, Mrs. 
Burke said, "It looks all right. Now go 
hang it on the line. And be careful you 
•don't drop it or drag any of it." 

"Gee whiz, mom. you hang it on the line," 
pleaded Wicky. 

"And what's wrong with you?" asked 
his mother. 

"Well, gee whiz! What if some of the 
gang should see me?" 

"Go hang it on the line. March!" The 
order was final. • 

Grumbling, Wicky carried the sheet up 
the basement stairs. He was just fastening 
the final clothespin when he heard cack- 
ling laughter and a derisive cry. "Well, 
well! Wicky's a washerwoman! Wicky's a 
washerwoman!" 

Wicky peered around the end of the 
sheet to see Loudmouth Finnegan. stand- 
ing on the sidewalk and jeering at him. 

"You shut up or I'll knock your teeth 
in!" cried Wicky. 

"You an' who else?" retorted Loudmouth. 
"Who's afraid of an ol' washerwoman? 
Washerwoman ! Wicky ii a washerwoman !" 

Stirred by anger and humiliation, Wicky 
grabbed the only ammunition handy, a half- 
full bag of clothespins, to hurl at his tor- 
mentor. He missed. Loudmouth picked up 
a big clod of caked dirt and hurled it at 
Wicky. He missed. But the clod hit th« 
sheet. 

Loudmouth ran like a thief. 

In a moment Mrs. Burke and Mrs. Dith- 
ersby came out and saw the dirt stain. 

In another moment, Wicky was back at 
the laundry tubs, sweating and grumbling. 

J^RS. BURKE surprised Wicky by tak- 
ing him to the movies that afternoon. 
She said he had been a good sport to wash 
the sheet. But, she added, it would bt i 
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good lesson to make him respect the rights 
of others and to make him be careful not 
to let his dog damage other people's prop- 
erty. 

While they were gone, Loudmouth Fin- 
negan sneaked back to put the finishing 
touch on what he thought was a great joke. 
He thumbtacked a crudely lettered sign 
to the Burke front porch. It said: 
Wicky the Washerwoman 
Laundry Done 
CHEAP 

TTHE long shadows of late afternoon were 
'falling wben*Wicky and his mother re- 
turned home. The sign caused them both 
to exclaim. Wicky yanked it down, vicious- 
ly. Then they got their second surprise. 
On the porch were four baskets of dirty 
clothes. 

'Pinned to one was a penciled note, "Will 
call for this Tuesday." 

On another was a torn piece of envelope 
with this message penned, "Couldn't wait 
to see you. Can you have it ready Mon- 
day?" 

"Oh, this Is terrible," said Mrs. Burke. 
"People have been taking that sign seri- 
ously. Whoever put it up ought to be ar- 
rested." 

"I bet Loudmouth Finnegan put it up," 
declared Wicky. "1 bet the cops can find 
his fingerprints on it. I bet they'll arrest 
him in no time. I bet they give him the 
third degree and make him talk. Should I 
call the police right now, should I?" 

"No, of course not," retorted Mrs. Burke, 
irritably. "Your friend, Loudmouth, only 
meant it for a joke. He ought to be spanked, 
but that's up to his parents. Right now 
we've got to figure out what to do with 
this laundry. Did any of/^he people leave 
their addresses?" 

"Nope, not a one," said Wicky, looking 
at the notes again. "Guess wt'll have to 
keep it till they come for it. Boy. will they 
be mad when they find out it was just a 
joke." * 

"What a shame!" declared Mrs. Burke. 
"They probably need the clothes, too. Well, 
bring them in the house. We'll just have 
to put them some place till the people call 
for them." 

Wicky carrried the bundles in, one by 
one. And as he carried, he thought. A germ 
of an idea was developing. An idea that 
would be perfect revenge on Loudmouth 
if he could put It across. 

On Monday morning Wicky had a con- 
ference with Mrs. Jones. Mrs. Jones came 
in every week to do the Burke laundry. 



She was a big, kindly and apparently tire- 
less woman with arm muscles that made 
Wicky a little envious. Wicky showed her 
the four extra laundry bundles. "How 
much would you charge to do these, too?" 
he asked. 

Mrs. Jones wanted to know what the big 
idea was. Wicky explained what had hap- 
pened. 

"Well," said Mrs. Jones, "I wouldn't 
want to do it regular, you understand, but 
I can use a few extra dollars this week. 
It's a deal." 

And so, when the people called for their 
laundry, it was all washed, clean and neat. 
Wicky charged each of them a price slight- 
ly above the figure' Mrs. Jones had quoted, 
making for himself a fair commission. 

A few days later he sat at one of the 
sidewalk tables of the DeLuxe Goodie 
Shoppe, sipping a big soda while O'Shaw- 
nessy rested peacefully at his feet. 

Presently Loudmouth Finnegan came 
along and saw him. "Yah f Yah! Wicky the 
washerwoman!" yelled Loudmouth, ready 
to duck. 

"Uh-huh," said Wicky. smiling. "Why 
don't you come and have a soria. Loud- 
mouth?" 

"You mean you ain't mad?" asked Loud- 
mouth, approaching cautiously. 

"'Course not," said Wicky, "I'm grate- 
ful to you. Come on. Hava a soda. Buy 
yourself a soda." 

"Oh, I couldn't buy one," Loudmouth 
replied. "No dough. How come you got 
dough?" 

"First let me ask you a question. DM 
you put that laundry sign on our house?" 

"Who? Me? Of course not! I didn't do 
it." fibbed Finnegan. 

"Well, then, I don't owe you anything," 
smiled Wicky. "You see, whoever put that 
sign up got me a lot of business. A lot of 
business. Made me enough money so I can 
buy just as many sodas as I want. And, boy, 
are they ever sweet 1" 

^KTICKY sipped his soda and smiled, but 
Loudmouth Finnegan looked very sad 
indeed. 

THE END 



A hilarious WICKY AND (PSHAW- 
WESSY story will appear in next month's 
WHIZ COMICS! 
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I'M GOING TO GET TO THE 
BOTTOM OF THIS AKP THE 
FlffST STEP IS TO RNP 
OUT WHAT'S GOING OW iW 
TH*T HOJSE' 
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